THE    LAST    DAYS    OF   MADRID

that the man who was about to speak was "Excelentisimo
Senor, Councillor for National Defence, Don Segismundo
Casado," and he announced me in that form. I spoke for
some minutes, asking everyone to keep calm, to avoid
fighting and bloodshed which could bring terrible
consequences. At the very moment in which I finished
speaking, before I had got up from my seat, the Royal
March was played in the room. To this piece of bad
manners I replied by remaining seated with my head
resting on my arm. Such cowardice made me sick. My
Republican friends showed their revulsion. The
Nationalists, rather put out, made no kind of protest.
Afterwards the Leader of the Falange spoke, and seemed
pretty excited.

When we came out into the street again, Valencia was a
hive of lunatics, most of them boys and girls, less than
twenty years old. I saw many faces of older men with
tears streaming down their cheeks for the grotesque
spectacle which they had to witness.

The Leader of the Falange said good-bye at the doors of
Radio Valencia, promising me that everything should be
calm very quickly. I told him not to be too optimistic as
there was no one to control this. Returning to the
Presidency, I called together the Councillors, and we
decided to leave Valencia, since we could not do anything
useful there, and it was dangerous to stay any longer in
view of the situation. While we were preparing to go, four
youngsters of fourteen or fifteen years old appeared in my
office, armed with rifles. They had come to tell me to
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